A Visit in the Desert

There was a prisoner in the room, as a matter of fact;
but she, as is the contradictory way of things, did not look
like one, and sat on the ground hung round with every
conceivable bead and jewel. She was an Armenian bought
by Shaikh Habib at the rime of the massacres, and evi-
dently happy in her master's home, where she had been
brought up, and presented with a husband and with all
the trinkets that adorned her. There are many of these
Armenians among the tribes of Northern Syria and Iraq,
and they do not seem to be unkindly treated; but I remem-
ber one such among the Shammar who had not lost her
sorrow through all these years, and would sit and weep
day after day in her husband's tent (for she had been
married to quite a well-to-do man among them); and when
we stayed there she begged us for news of her people, of
whom she had heard no word since the forced separation
on the Nisibin road in her childhood.

This was the last of our stay with Shaikh Habib. We
retired to rest with one of his men stretched across the
outside of our threshold to guard us through the night, and
next morning, reluctant but threatened by rain, and with
the potential remarks of Authority loud in.our consciences,
returned by the Khalis canal to Baghdad.
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